Gathers dust unuseful to any,
But terrifies many,

A pupil learn many tongues in strife,
Unuseful in course of life,

Various thoughts injected in his mind,
Unsound motto behind.

Lasts no longer when reason up,
Storm in brain, corner grope,

In the yore, a wisdon solution,
Marks "Caste, Caste/' education.

"ASTROLOGY"

No need to comb my unkempt hair,
Nor need l,Distre!ian Dandy fair,

No need to sharpen nib platinum,
Nor delicious dishes on, with rum

In the frame of twenty seven,

List twelve and five also stemmed even,

I am one, I am one, in that ooze,
Happy to win, more joy to loose.